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mean instead of the flight into Egypt my flight out of Bath. Do you consider, my dear
maggotty Sir, what a deal of work historical pictures require to what little dirty sub-
jects of coal horses and jackasses and such figures as I fill up with-----But to be serious
(as I know you love to be), do you really think that a regular composition in the
Landskip way should ever be filled with History or any figures but such as find a
pkce (I won't say stop a gap) or create a little business for the eye to be drawn fiom
the trees in order to return to them with more glee------But I talk now like old Square*
toes...
The lugging in of] objects, whether agreeable to the whole or not, is a sign of the
least genius of anything, for a person able to collect in the mind, will certainly groupe
in the mind also; and if he cannot master a number of objects so as to introduce them
in friendship, let him do but a few, and that, you know, my Boy, makes simplicity.
Then follows the admirable phrase about picture and tune I have
already quoted.
The task, even thus simplified, was hard enough for Steer. His early
idol and ultimate master, Turner, was a man endowed for all troubles of
outdoor study with the contempt for ease and rest of a seasoned campaigner
and the toughness of a hill-shepherd or a sailor. For sleep he could lay his
head on his arms at a table in some crowded inn and be out at dawn to
watch the sunrise or study the wrinkles of water in a stream. When others
were helpless with sea-sickness he perched in the bows and made notes of
waves, and in a memorable blizzard was bound to the mast so that he
might study the driving snow. His nerves were so steady that when a
heavy gun opened fire from behind his head *it was to him as the sound of
lutes and viols*; his curiosity and alertness so constant that he nipped from
the diligence at every slow-down or stop to jot the surroundings, and can
b$ tracked from landing stage to the home-bound packet by a diary of
pencillings; as a guest he appears to have contrived those entries even while
waiting for dinner. He must have carried all baggage on his person; had
a tiny colour-box in his pocket and spat in it for moisture when no water
was at hand, to the disgust of Sir Walter Armstrong.
Steer, follower in the tracks of that predecessor who had modulated a
topographer's task into a painter's creations had no such physical inde-
pendence of tfanes and seasons, baggage and tools. Painting for him was
*a job to be done between meak'; these regular, beds comfortable, change
of undewear'aiid provision of tackle ample. He did not rise with the lark
to anticipate the sun. As the season wore on and evenings shut in there
^was the conjesssion of a shorter nap and earlier tea-time, so that, as sun-
down seated, the previous dinner-hour effects moved back, and the
ethereally flushed or burning register of his master or the tremulous am-
biguity of a moonrise could be captured* I remember how, standing before
Saigent*s remarkable wax-picture of gassed and blinded soldiers lifting